Love knows no middle course, 'tis absolute
and will have naught ('tis known) of half or third,
for his division beareth bitter fruit,
and one's the perfect number, two the surd*
I love and would be loved at the heart's root,
for love close knit with love by Time's not stirred,
but stakes for ever on a single suit,
itself the game, the player and the card*
I fear my shadow, in the excess of passion
that scorns all company but its own desire,
and wears the beloved like an intrinsic cloak*
All other love is witless children's fashion,
that, being cramped, imagines a false fire,
with neither heat nor flame but only smoke.